THE  NEW  MACHIAVELLI

darkness and silence, living in muddled conflict, half
living, half dying ?"

Grotesque analogies arose in my mind. I dis-
covered a strange parallelism between my now
tattered phrase of "Love and fine thinking" and the
"Love and the Word" of Christian thought. Was it
possible the Christian propaganda had at the outset
meant just that system of attitudes I had been feeling
my way towards from the very beginning of my life?
Had I spent a lifetime making my way back to
Christ ? It mocks humanity to think how Christ has
been overlaid. I went along now, recalling long-
neglected phrases and sentences; I had a new vision
of that great central figure preaching love with hate
and coarse thinking even in the disciples about
Him, rising to a tidal wave at last in that clamour
for Barabbas, and the public satisfaction in His
fate. . . .

It's curious to think that hopeless love and a noisy
disordered dinner should lead a man to these specula-
tions, but they did. "He did mean that!" I said, and
suddenly thought what a bludgeon they'd made of
His Christianity. Athwart that perplexing, patient
enigma sitting inaudibly among publicans and sin-
ners, danced and gibbered a long procession of the
champions of orthodoxy. "He wasn't human," I
said, and remembered that last despairing cry, "My
God! My God! why hast Thou forsaken Me?"

"Oh, He forsakes every one," I said, flying out as a
tired mind will, with an obvious repartee. . . .

I passed at a bound from such monstrous theology
to a towering rage against the Baileys. In an instant
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